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sandals, bowed low before his son, kissing the hem of
his poor robe. " Take me, O son/9 he said, " to be
the least and lowliest of all your disciples." And
Yasodhara, with a heart overflowing with happiness,
cried out as she held her boy before her, " Give to
Rahula the Treasure of the Kingdom of thy Word
as the richest inheritance that any prince could win."

